CHAPTER 111

TO NEW ZEALAND AND AUSTRALIA

A dance in Panama. "Only an assistant in a drug store." Crossing
the line. "I know I'm for it, King." Welcome from the
Maoris. Rough voyage to Melbourne. Doctor's orders.
Labour's stronghold. Railway accident. Loss of voice.

H.M.S, Renowi hetself had claim to be considered
as one of the Prince's homes.   For a fair pro-
portion of his life during this period was spent
aboard her.  Those who have written about the Prince
of Wales's life at sea usually have taken immense pains
to show that his presence made no difference at all to
the ordinary routine of officers and crew.   They have
assumed that their readers were visualizing these voyages
as an unending succession of ceremonials.   Then they
blandly proceeded to spring the surprise. They vouch-
safed the information that the Prince dined with the
Captain or else invited the officers to dinner in Ms
private suite;  that he took part in the usual deck-
games ; that he devoted the mornings to reading in his
cabin; that, as one writer in a superb phrase has put
it, "he would never think of upsetting the common
round of duty in a peace-time battleship."   It is as if
these authors had almost expected die Prince to turn
life on the ocean wave into an unending whoopee,
after the manner of a Jack Hulbert film.   Apparently,
they had forgotten the fact that there was once a
Cadet Edward of Wales at the Royal Naval College,
Dartmouth.

Soon after his return from North America, the Prince
began to form his plans for a tour of Australasia, and
it was decided that he should again be carried by H.M.S,
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